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* * *

> <font> <p>Enma Daiou glanced from the ten-foot tall cloaked figure to the six-foot tall armored figure, moving only the pupils of his eyes. He didn't appreciate the Chikaradzuku. They didn't help with his job and were actually interrupting it. Literally. They didn't care if he was in the middle of a decision, deciding where the next dead soul was to be headed. When there was something they wanted, they usually demanded it when they wanted it. No sooner, no later.<p> 

The Chikaradzuku were dimensional travelers, going from one alternate way of life to the next. They never shared any stories of them, never intended to. But everyone knew that each different place they visited they took a soul that they felt deserved a second chance at life and either convinced or bribed the god or ogre who controlled the divisions of Heaven and Hell to allow this to happen. Even when the "afterlife monitor" --as some called it-- argued, the Chikaradzuku always got their way.

The last time they ever came in through this dimension was nearly two centuries ago. Their stay had been unusually quick, only two days. They had grabbed a warrior who was dishonorable and forced him back to life. One from Hell. Terror struck on Earth but the problem was quickly remedied once a legendary hero from Dimension 54 was summoned. With the Z Senshi around, however, there will be no serious threat this time.

It was no different this visit than all the other ones. A relatively normal duration visit period of two weeks. Again, another soul from Hell. But there was something peculiar about this one that was so much different than the others the Chikaradzuku ordered to be revived. This one looked familiar and hadn't died in the sector Earth was in. Then again, everyone who died in the sector this man had died in all had to transfer to this afterlife, for everything broke down in that sector.

The young man glowered with impatience, anxiety, and hatred. Enma did receive background on him after the transfer, and his name stood out in his mind whenever the name of the race was mentioned. The man was an amazing soldier, always following orders and carrying them out successfully, winning every fight he was challenged to, being fair in his fights, never complained about a situation, and as evil as he was, had some caring for his comrades. These were **not** qualities the Chikaradzuku looked for when they wanted to resurrect a person.

"A second chance, surely," the cloaked figure said, his voice smooth and calm. Enma and the Chikaradzuku, as a regular routine, had discussed the man's entire life story, getting into detail at many parts, but skipping over some parts as a whole. The Chikaradzuku had done most of the talking, most of the reasoning. Enma listened intently, hoping to catch a clue at why he wanted to get this man back to life. Nothing was revealed.

"A second chance at what, exactly?" Enma asked gruffly, getting more and more irritated. He quickly glanced at the man, seeing no changes in his expression ever since he had been here. Maybe a little more impatient. But he had respect, so he did keep quiet, not interrupting.

"A second chance," the Chikaradzuku bowed his head down, "for one of them to create a peace."

"There's more than one?"

"This is the only one. Pay attention to the people on Earth. I want you to notice something that had disappeared. Once the peace is made, I am certain that the element will reappear again."

"Do you think I have time for that?"

"Fine, then. Talk to one of the Kaious. Or maybe the Kami of Earth, if you don't have the time. This element is important to all dimensions that share the same location Earth is in. I won't bore you with the details. The quicker done, the better chance for survival of billions." The hood turned to face the man. "Are you prepared for the resurrection process? It will be different than all the rest."

"What do you have planned, Chikaradzuku?" Enma demanded. He didn't like the sound of 'It will be different than all the rest' despite the tranquility that had carried the words.

The hooded figure had decided to ignore Enma Daiou, and walked to the man who was two heads shorter than he. Of course he wanted to watch; information was desired and needed and the dimensional resurrector was never going to tell him. If one were to walk in at the moment he or she would think that Enma was apathetic about the situation happening off to the side. He was in his normal position; elbow on the desk and cheek resting in the palm of his hand. But the onlookers did know he was interested and was watching more carefully than anyone else.

The Chikaradzuku grabbed a lock of the man's hair, his palm roughly resting on top of his head. The man narrowed his left eye in irritation and growled softly. But that was all he did. White wisps of smoke started to ascend towards him, turning into a light shade of blue as it started to surround his body.

The bony fingers resting atop of his head started to come together as if to ball into a fist. A tremble came. Enma thought it to be normal. Everything so far was happening like it had those many times before. The onlookers were not used to this as this is the first time they had experienced a resurrection process handled by a Chikaradzuku.

Finally, the cloaked figure lifted his hand off of the man's head, but only so it hovered low to the top of his skull. A crimson disk glowed from beneath his palm, over the man's head. The fingers outstretched tightly, making the light engulf the man's body. Enma watched, his heart full of shock, as the man screamed in pain before nothing was left there but smoke. Even the Chikaradzuku had vanished also.

"Next," he called, getting the line of dead people moving again.

He acted as if nothing happened. The other ogres tried to do the same, but the elder ones knew as well as Enma Daiou that the red beam was not supposed to have occurred. It was only one of the many abnormal things the Chikaradzuku performed the entire time he had been in the dimension of this Earth.

The element that needed to appear in order to prevent the annihilation of billions...

What was it, anyway?

* * *

> <font> 
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* * *

> <font> <p>"Those final exams were just total bull, you know?"<p> 

"Thank Kami they are over. By the way, did you hear that the honors students won't go on any field trips next year while the rest of the grade levels do?"

"I **would** say I feel sorry for them, but I don't! They deserve it, those nerds."

All of the boys laughed loudly, Trunks joining along with them. No matter what, ever since the announcement of the new placements for next year came out, every single conversation he and the guys always had a tease about the honors students. These were the students that were going to go to special classes because of their good grades and conduct over the course of the year. Already they knew that all of the kids who wore glasses were going to get in. Well, they thought all of those kids would. Trunks wasn't a stereotype; he knew that more than half of those kids weren't going to get in.

How did he know? Just last week he got a notice in the mail saying he was heading into honors. And with it was a list of other kids who made it into grade level 7 ½, as some other kids in the school called it. Of course he never told his friends he was going to go into the "nerd classes". Why should he? They didn't need to know. And it was best for all of them to never know.

Besides, if they did find out, he would always have Goten as a friend. Thank Kami he was coming to Serenity next year. Then the year after that, Marron, if Kulilin and Juuhachigou was willing to make a round trip across the ocean to get her to school and home five days a week for ten months.

Oh yes, and he'd still have Russ as a friend, too. Russ's name was on the honors list, right under Trunks's. They were good friends, but not as close as he had it with Ekas and Trunks with Goten. They were just at the halfway point. If they had been closer, then they would've discussed the honors situation with each other, and neither would have to worry about how the others would react the next semester. And that was the one thing Trunks was uncomfortable about.

Luckily, these honors conversations only lasted for two to five sentences, the subject changing to something either more to their interest or something that they really wanted to complain about.

"Speaking of which, whose house are we going to next to work on that History project?" Ekas asked. He glanced to each person. Everyone's house has been visited at least twice, Trunks's about five times. Except for Russ, whom Ekas turned to. "Hey, dude, we've never been to your house before. Why don't we go to your place for once?"

Russ shook his head. "Sorry. Mom has been busy lately, and she'll kill me if I brought any friends over."

"Still busy?" Confirmation nod. "Fine, then. Trunks?"

"Haven't we been to my house enough already? Why not yours?"

"I don't know." Pause. "Fine. My house then. Sheesh. How about right after school?"

"Fine," was the unanimous response from the four boys. It wasn't enthusiastic at all; none of them wanted to work on this History project which was worth about a quarter of their grade.

But the funny thing that occurred to Trunks was why wasn't Russ ever allowed to bring anyone to his house? There was no good reason that he could think of. But that, like many other topics, vanished quickly as the conversation went on during the lunch period.

* * *

> <p>"SON GOHAN!"<p> 

_Perfectly good excuse, perfectly good excuse,_ the young hybrid thought as he raced into the main room to meet his mother. He knew he should've cleaned up the trail of blood and mud right after he got the patient settled in, he meant to, but that reminder he had to himself just disappeared in a blink of an eye once he started to clean up the man.

"Yes, Mother?" Gohan asked meekly, yet still pretending that he didn't know what he was in trouble for. The more innocent one was, the less hassle he would have to go through.

A scolding glare was what he met from Chichi. "What is the meaning of this?" She asked in a low, menacing voice, pointing to the ground. Gokuh was behind her, just trying to calm her down somewhat by saying not to put too much pressure on Gohan, but that only made things worse. "I think I know how to handle our son!" She snapped loudly, causing the warrior to cower. She turned back to Gohan, speaking in a quiet voice again. "I thought I raised you better than this."

Gohan glanced down to the floor, where blood mixed with mud was sprinkled. _Perfectly good excuse,_ he reminded himself. "Sorry, Mother, I was going to clean it up but..."

"But **what**?! There's also a plate in the kitchen on the counter, dirty utensils in the sink. And look at **you**! I thought you were supposed to be studying. NOT FIGHTING!"

"Chichi," Gokuh tried again, just as meek as Gohan was, "let him talk. I'm sure he has a good excu-"

"You keep out of it!" She yelled at him. "It's all **your** fault anyway! If you hadn't dragged him to all those battles he would have never have the urge to fight. EVER!"

"But..."

"Mother, Father," Gohan cut in quickly, not wanting to deal with this right now, "there's a man in my room. He's hurt pretty badly. I found him just outside and..."

"You brought a **stranger** inside this house?!"

"But he's hurt, Mother!" Gohan protested innocently, once again stopping a yelling spree from her. "I couldn't have just left him there to die! Besides, he looks too much like Father and, well, come and see for yourself!"

Before Gohan even finished the last sentence, Gokuh was already walking towards his eldest son's room. Gohan figured that by the mention of someone looking like him was enough to get him interested in who this person was. He probably thought it was Turles. Chichi, on the other hand, suspiciously stormed towards his room, her lips pursed tightly. She wasn't in a good mood today, obviously.

When Gohan entered back into his room, he could feel his mother's shock as she stood in the middle of the room, glancing at the man. Gokuh had taken steps further, just so he can be leaning over the bed. Gohan came beside him, and managed to get a glimpse of his father's face. It was confused, of course, and almost surprised. But neither of them said a word.

Chichi came closer, only to be behind and in between her son and husband. She, too, peered down at the man, who was sleeping peacefully. Or at least appeared to be sleeping peacefully. "A Saiya-jin?" She questioned in a small whisper.

Gohan nodded. "I saw his tail. He's either another clone or another brother of Father's. What do you think?" He asked as he glanced at both of them. Gokuh still didn't say anything, and Chichi only shook her head.

"I don't know," she admitted, turning her head towards the conscious purebred Saiya-jin. "Gokuh?"

For about three seconds he said nothing, just kept silent. Then, "He's not a zoo exhibit," he said as he turned away from the man and walked out of the room seriously. A little **too** seriously. "Let him get some rest. We'll find out his identity when he wakes up."

* * *

> <p>After pouring herself another nice and hot cup of tea, Siarus leaned in her chair, enjoying the stormy sky. It was about time they had one of these. The last time a thunderstorm came up was almost a year ago, back in the summer. It was enjoyable, but it was too normal to her liking. This one caught her attention once strange things started occurring.<p> 

For instance, this thunderstorm had two different colors of lightning: the run-of-the-mill yellowish white and one that had a reddish tint to it. Thunder would rumble every five minutes, immediately after a flash of lightning was seen. And where there were two different colors of lightning, there were two different sounds of thunder. One was a normal one, the other sounded more like a bomb going off in the middle of nowhere.

But in her heart, she was saddened at the weird storm that was taking place. It indicated that the dimensions were coming apart. If she hadn't failed those many years back, if she could've found another way to prevent this from occurring now, then she wouldn't have to worry.

Or maybe if she hadn't made the deal with the gods, this wouldn't be happening. Of course it wouldn't! She had agreed to relieve them of their stress and handle the security of the dimensions if they wouldn't punish her severely. There was a catch: she had to be immortal, but it was no big deal for her. After all, around the time she was only twenty years old, and it made no big deal to her that she was to stay twenty forever.

A knock came, disturbing the peacefulness Siarus had started to enjoy. Her son would be home in another hour, so whoever this visitor was had better make it quick. She waltzed to the door, leaving her green tea on the patio.

"Yes?" She asked once she opened the door. After surveying her visitor, she became bewildered. "You... what are **you** doing here?"

"Is that a polite way to welcome your guests?" A gruff voice came, but didn't make a move to come inside. "I've come with some bad news. Or good. Whatever you want to call it."

"What is it?"

"Do you want it straightforward or do you want it so you can figure it out for yourself?"

"Straightforward."

"Very well then," he took a momentarily pause, as if to make her tension go up. It didn't work. She was a patient woman to some point. "Acirema has returned."

"Acirema?" She repeated, trying to hide her delight. This was **good** news! "I thought Emor sent him away from this dimension. To Dertah, I think."

"Well, he's back. And he doesn't come peacefully either."

"Since when did he ever?" Siarus questioned. Now unable to hide her happiness, she cracked a smile. "Well, now we can get the Tenrag back. Maybe things aren't as hopeless as we thought them to be all those many years back."

"Are you going to fight him again? You know what happened the last two times. The Tenrag never returned," he pointed out solemnly. "What makes you think this time will be no different? They're just going to send Emor back. Either that or Son Gokuh will interfere."

"Well," she stated, straightening her back. "Let's just hope none of those things happen."

* * *

> <font> 
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> <font> <p>Bulma would've figured that Trunks would've been happy that the second semester was ending. This had been his first year in middle school and it had been a little rough for him since, unlike most preteens and teens at the school, he had no friends to start the very first minute with. Goten was a year too young to go to Serenity Middle School and all of Trunks' other friends were going to Satan City Middle School.<p> 

With summer coming up, she was surprised to see that Trunks seemed rather glum. Of course, she was worried like any good mother should be. Most, if not then **all**, kids were overly ecstatic over the last days of school. And Trunks had the better reason to be happy. After all, Chichi was allowing Goten to go to Serenity, and both of the boys knew.

She glanced at her twelve-year old son. He was taking his time with his breakfast, toying with the egg benedict. The pounding rain and the steady tempo of the clock were all that could be heard in the room. The uncomfortable silence was too much for Bulma, and she wanted answers from her son now. Luckily she agreed to give him a ride to school so the conversation could last as long as it wanted to.

"Something bothering you, Trunks?" She asked, setting down her fork on her empty plate. "You've been awfully quiet the past few days, especially for a kid who's getting out of school soon. Have you been lying when you said you've made a lot of new friends at Serenity?"

He quickly glanced up at her before gluing his eyes back on his plate again. "Nothing's bothering me, Mom. I was just... thinking."

"Well, you've been in deep thought for a long time now," Bulma pointed out, a sly smile approaching her face. "And it could only be a girl you're thinking about."

"What?!" That caught his attention as he shot his head back up, staring at her wide-eyed in shock. "No! Of course not! What are you thinking?!"

She laughed quietly, remembering the first time she assumed that. Best to recreate that conversation to get what she wanted. "Don't worry about it! You have good looks. I'm sure if you ask her out she'll automatically say 'Yes'. Whoever says you're not handsome has something wrong with them. Because remember who you got your looks from?" She beamed with pride.

He smiled weakly at this, then continued to make designs on his plate with his fork. He sighed and the smile vanished as he continued to stare down. "It's not a girl, Mom. It's not the guys either," he said quietly, his voice just as serious as his father's usually is. She knew then that he wasn't kidding. "Don't worry so much about it though. I can handle the situation by myself."

She shrugged slightly, standing up, knowing the conversation was coming to a close. "I'll have to take your word for it," she sighed, bringing her plate to the sink. "Hurry up and put your dish up on the counter. We have to leave now or else you'll be late."

He stood up reluctantly, carrying his plate and placed it right next to the sink. He trotted out of the kitchen to get his things together for school, double-checking to make sure he has everything. Bulma looked at the plate and saw that he ate absolutely nothing. Her concern increased greatly as she stared out the way he left. This was not like him at all.

* * *

> <p>A little rain never hurt anyone. In fact, it could be quite refreshing. Especially with the long, heated summer approaching. It would be nice to have a little spar with this weather, but Piccolo was no in the mood right now to deal with those Humans or Saiya-jins. Besides, with the exception of Vegeta and maybe Gokuh, they may not want to get soaked. Weak. But he had a second option: meditating. Nothing wrong with that.<p> 

The thunderstorms helped rather than intervene. The booming background echoed in his ears loudly yet distantly. All part of nature, and it was good to calm him.

But the serenity of it all didn't last very long. Two sounds of thunder came, but one was not normal. Since they were both side to side it was quite obvious. The first one just sounded like any other thunder strike. But the second sounded more of a mix between a regular thunder and the sound of a Ki blast exploding against a target.

The Nameksei-jin cracked one eye open suspiciously, his grim features never wavering.

What the hell was that?

* * *

> <p>Finally, freedom away from his minions. He usually failed at his goals to destroy so-and-so because of them. This time, he will do this without them. He <em>will<em>. No one around to mess him up, no one around to anger him. This mission will be overly successful. And the revenge he was dying for nearly two hundred years would finally come.

He knew the troubles he was going to cause for returning to this planet in this dimension. Same thing that happened last time. Except the _sekai tabibito_ came and banished him to the world of hatred. It was not Hell, but something worse. Luckily, he quickly learned how to teleport through different dimensions and worlds himself, becoming a _gorotsuki tabibitoi_. Meaning that he isn't an official dimensional traveler, he isn't trained well enough to know the consequences, and that if anyone catches him he was to be punished the worst way possible.

What worst way possible? He's been through Hell, responsible for many deaths in the past, sent to Dertah, and had an excessive amount of failure hanging over his shoulder. Whatever the high gods had in store for him, he was prepared for it and wasn't worried about the suffering.

If he hadn't been so foolish all those years back, he knew he wouldn't be in this situation. The curse would never be with him, he would be living happily in the afterlife, and the witch would have never been a part of his life. His family would still be alive. Including his descendants. Which, after the last battle he had on this planet, were no more. No one to carry out his name, no one to carry out the skills that he and his brothers had shared during their lifetime nearly three hundred years ago.

He sighed and floated up in the air, high enough so he can view the entire landscape. He hoped that, after two hundred years, Siarus was still around. After all, that witch was supposed to be immortal. But there were high consequences for immortality that he vowed to charge against her, making her wish that she were mortal. If the dragonballs were still around, then she will be forced to wish for mortality again, and then...

He chuckled to himself, satisfied with his plan. Revenge was sweet, even if it was only at stage two.

* * *

> <p>Son Gohan was, by his mother command, studying very hard. Nothing new. Of course, this was the finals he was studying for, and he wanted to pass. College life was not the best, but he had to go through it in order to be a scholar. It was what his mother wanted, and it was the least he could do after all those years.<p> 

He leaned back in his chair, reflecting back on all the battles he had gone through. The first time he had been introduced to fighting at all was back when he first met his uncle. Soon with many others, some from the horrid Planet Trade that his father had been born into, but certainly not grew up with, thank Kami. Some from the creations of Dr. Gero, where he had a victory. Somewhat. Although Gokuh was alive again, he still felt guilty for his death. Then there was Buu, and all had turned out well. But that was merely three years ago. Everything was still fresh in his mind.

"Time for a little break," he said to himself, walking out of his room towards the kitchen. No one was in the house; Goten was at school and his mother and father went out shopping (Amazingly or not so amazingly, Chichi managed to get Gokuh out of the house and not do any sparring this day. It still amused and bemused Gohan at the same time every time he reviewed the "conversation".). So every step Gohan took came a light tapping noise, and nothing else responded to the sounds he made.

While he fixed himself lunch, he hummed to himself a little tune he heard on the radio the other day. All of his bad memories were pushed to the back of his mind, so he wasn't thinking of anything at all. Absolutely nothing and it felt good to do so. In fact, he almost missed something peculiar when he passed by the window, while putting some kitchen utensils in the sink because of this. But luckily he did catch something from the corner of his eye that made him look twice.

Setting his plateful of food on the counter, he leaned over the sink and closer to the window to glance more carefully at the figure he saw. He snatched off his glasses and squinted, hoping that he wasn't seeing things. He nearly dropped his glasses into the wet sink after realizing he wasn't.

There was a man holding himself up with the aide of a tree. He was severely injured, blood trailing out at least in two spots on each limb. But that wasn't the major thing that caught Gohan's eye. It was something else.

This man looked too much like his father. Way too much.

_Father?!_ Gohan thought frantically. Then he shook his head firmly with a frown. _No. That's not his Ki. Besides, he's supposed to be out shopping with Mother._ He couldn't quite remember what that Ki felt like though, but it seemed all too familiar. _**Turles**?! He's back?! It can't be!_

Nonetheless, this man was weak and needed help. It didn't matter if it was his old enemy or not, Gohan knew he couldn't just leave him to die. Besides, Saiya-jin or not 'Turles' might catch a cold with all the rain that was falling from the sky. He could doctor him back to health, and if he tried to destroy Earth one way or another again, it shouldn't be too hard for the warriors to defeat him. After all, he couldn't be a Super Saiya-jin like the others were, and Gohan doubted that he knew about the dragonballs.

He ran outside, water splattering onto his pants as he proceeded. His mother would kill him later, but no matter. He had a perfectly good excuse... if he could manage to get it out before or during the yelling spree. It would be meek, of course.

The look alike of Son Gokuh had collapsed to his knees by the time Gohan reached him. His entire body heaved up and down with exhaustion, and he didn't notice the near-adult hybrid approach him. Gohan took the risk to rest one hand on his shoulder and ask, "Are you alright, sir?"

"I'm **fine**," the man snapped. Maybe this wasn't Turles after all! It sure didn't sound like him. It sounded almost like Gokuh's. Too much like him, just like his appearances. _Another clone? Or is he another brother of Father's?_ "Now leave me alone. I can take care of myself."

To show it, he stood wearily, only to fall again. Gohan did manage to get a good glimpse at his attire, which made his theory officially untrue. Turles had shoulder guards on his armor, this man didn't. Although it was ripped, this man wore black pants with dark red cloths adorning his ankles. And Turles didn't. Who was he?

When the man didn't attempt to get up again, and once he had fallen to lie on his stomach, Gohan checked to make sure he was conscious still. He wasn't. _Well, at least I'll be able to get him inside the house without any struggling,_ he thought bitterly as he hauled the man onto his back.

* * *

> <font> 


	4. Chapter Three

